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life, but we've already fought for our better life/' Gregor
, thought as he reclined in the sledge, behind the slow,
* measured movement of the bullocks. " There's no one
truth in this life. Whoever masters the other gets the fire
for himself. And I foolishly sought for the truth, made
myself ill over it and went from one to the other. In the
old days the Tartars tried to seize the Don lands and to
make us slaves. And now it's Russia. There can be no
peace with them ! They are foreign to me and to all the
cossacks. We deserted from the front, and now everybody's
thinking like me . . . but it's too late."
Occasionally shouting lazily at the bullocks, he dozed,
huddled against the ammunition cases. He smoked a cigarette,
then thrust his nose into the hay. It smelt of dry clover and the
sweet haze of July days. He dropped off to sleep. In his
sleep he dreamed that he was walking with Aksinia through
high-standing corn. In her arms she was carefully carrying
a child, and her eyes were fixed watchfully on Gregor.
Gregor could hear the beating of his own heart, the singing
rustle of the ears ; he saw the brilliant edging of grass along
the field boundaries, the poignant blue of the sky. He loved
Aksinia again with all his old, exhausting love ; he felt that
he loved her with all his body, with every beat of his
heart. But at the same time he realised that this was not
reality, that the colours before his eyes were the deathly
tints of dreamland. Yet he rejoiced in his dream and
accepted it as life. Aksinia was the same as she had been
five years before, save that she was more restrained and
cold. . . .
A jostle of the sledge awoke him, and the sound of voices
sobered him. He glanced up, and saw that they were passing
a long line of transport sledges moving in the opposite
direction.
" What is your load, friends ? " Bodovskov, driving in
front of Gregor, hoarsely asked.
The sledge-runner squeaked, the bullocks' cloven hoofs
scrunched in the snow. There was a long silence before
anyone would answer. At last one of the drivers said :
" Corpses.  Died of typhus. . . ."
Gregor looked up. Bodies covered with tarpaulins lay
stretched out on the passing sledges. The rail of his own